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that he now knew where his "mountain of gold"
was. It was quite close, he said, and he earnestly
wished to take us there in the morning. He was
sincere and genuine in his belief, I was convinced;
and, having come so far, I determined to give him
one more chance on the morrow.
Dawn came, and we awakened to see right before
us, breaking through the mist, the pride and
majesty of the Llanganatis, the Cerro Hermoso*
This giant peak named "Beautiful Mountain" has
been vested with sacredness in the old legends. We
had long since circled this peak, and were now well
to the east of it; but, owing to the constant bad
weather, this was the first time we had seen it.
Everyone was soon astir, and we made an early
start, old Q ahead and now apparently brisk and
eager to show us his great secret. He warmed up
to his subject with the old enthusiasm he had had
in Pillaro, He talked quite rationally until, of a
sudden, I saw again that strange, far-away look
return to his eyes as he murmured something about
the great confidence and something that had never
before been seen by a white man other than himself.
This was his mission, he said, and once it was
accomplished he was ready for death.
Such talk would have been enthralling but for
that look in his eyes.
His pace became slower and slower. He didn't
seem ill, but that moroseness which I had come to
recognise quickly was upon him again. He now